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our whole family ; from this hour we shall all be looked upon as accessories to his treason."
" Have pity on me, William," cried Lady Lochleven, wringing her hands, "in heaven's name have pity on your mother's gray hairs! can you not see that I am dying?"
Even as she spoke every vestige of color left her cheeks, and she tottered and fell into the arms of the steward and one of the servants,
"Methinks, my Lord," said Mary Seaton, "that your mother needs attention and the Queen needs rest; do you not think that it is full time for you to withdraw ? "
" Oh, yes ! " William retorted, " to give you time to spin new webs and to see what new flies you can entice into them. Very well, do your worst ; but you will find that it is no simple task to deceive William Douglas. Play your game and I will play mine. Leave the room," he added, turning to the servants, " and do you, mother, come with me."
The servants and soldiers obeyed, and Douglas went out last, supporting Lady Lochleven. The Queen heard the grinding of the lock as the door closed behind them.
As soon as Mary was alone and certain that she could neither be seen nor heard, all her courage left her ; she threw herself into a chair and sobbed as if her heart would break.
Indeed, she had needed all the strength she could muster to carry her through the ordeal, and naught but the presence of her enemies had made it possible for her. As soon as she was relieved of their presence, the horror of her situation impressed itself upon her mind to the exclusion of every other thought. Dethroned and a captive in that impregnable fortress, with no friend